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"I will tell you the strange story of an adventure which
befell me. But, no, for if I told my story, it might be
misunderstood by the cpeople of the earth-gray faces'
[farmers]. They have no imagination, and they would
think it a history of lieeaki winietche" (an untranslatable
phrase).
The unhappy suitor protested that he would not mis-
understand. "Take care that you do not!" she cried, and
this was her story, which she extemporized, I think, solely
to plague him:
"One day, as we were moving camp, I suddenly recalled
that I had left behind, under a stone near my tent, a ball
of camel wool which I had been spinning into thread.
We had only gone a short distance, so I took a donkey,
and went back for it. I found the wool and spindle, so
presently, there I was, riding alone through the desert,
following the tribe. I was content to be alone, and as
there was no hurry, I spun as I rode." x
The bedeviled farmer began to look already restless
and uncomfortable, while she continued with a mocking
gleam in her eyes:
"As I was riding along, I heard groans, and suddenly
saw outstretched on the ground a man who lay on his
face, and moaned and twisted, and seemed unable to rise
—but how dare I continue? The 'earth-gray face' will
surely misunderstand and think it a history of heeaki
winietcTie"
1 One frequently sees Bedouin women, when the tribes are moving
slowly, spinning thread as they ride. They sit side-saddle, on the
donkey, and lift their bkirt--, so that the end of the spindle rests and
turns against the inside of the leg, just above the knee. To say that she
rode spinning was, therefore, equivalent to saying that she rode with
her skirts pulled up.

